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“ Represents the Standard of — purity at present attainable in Cocoa.”—Tue Lancet. 
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TRY IT IN YOUR BATH | 


SCRUBB’S ‘rc AMMONIA 


MARVELLOUS ‘PREPARATION. 
hing as a Turkish 
Invaluable for Toilet Secon [ 
Splendid Cleansing Preparation for the Hair. 

Removes Stains and Grease Spots from Clothing. 
Allays the Irritation caused "iseoautes Bites. 

Invigorating in Hot Climates. 

Restores the Colour to 


Carpets. 
Cleans Plate and Jewellery. 


£12 12s. CI s. CRUISE, 


TANGIER LISBON, GIBR GIBRALTAR, ma 
for GRANADA, ALGIERS, to MARSIILLES 
RIVIERA, on os “ Midnight pan,” 3,158 tm. 
electric light ; excellent cuisine. Extended c wises 
Palestine and Egy pt, accom m gh y Mr. Perowne 
Lecturers: Sir Arthur Arn sir Lambert Plafiair, 
| the Dean of Worcester, Professor Sayce Professor 

Kamsays, Canon Tristram, and others rau particy 
lars, Secretary, 5, Endsicigh Gardens, 


PLEASURE CRUISE TO THE 
WEST INDIES. 


Other Sizes. All Colourings. 
Price 1s. per Bottle. Of all Grocers, Chemists, Ete. » ome EE I, * wl depatch ee 


TRELOAR & SONS, “4 SCRUBB & CO., 32b SOUTHWARK STREET, 8.E. horse power, from London. on the sth January 


: ee ter nt eet RF WO MONTHS CRUISE, visiting Tea, 
LUDGATE HILL. “HEAVIEST POSSIBLE PLATING.” ‘ KI FFE, papsane ThiNIDAD. GHeNADA 

| WORTH et Cie MARTINIQUE, ST." LUCIA, SANTA ChUz 

Ask for Catalogue. | » | JAMAICA, BERMUDA, MADEIRA, arriving bat 


CHUBB | 


(Under Royal Patronage) Winter afont | i nthe West Indies is most like, 
68, ST. JAMES’S STREET, 5. W. 


giorious summer and at such a time—when yachts 


“JAP” 
CARPETS 
42/- | 


Size 12 ft. by 9 ft. 































and steam launches are laid up at home—the t > 
SPECIALIT y IN should be taken aug from 80 guineas 
Manogers: F REEN axp ©O, ANDERSON 
ANDERSON axpd CO Head Offices, Fenchurca 
7 Avenue. For passage apply to the latter frm, a 
5, Fenchurch Avenue, London, E.C., or to the 
West- End liranch Oftice, ls, Cock pur st Street, 8 W 


ASK FOR 


MAPPIN & WEBB’S 
PRINCE’S PLATE. 


(Uiheon.) 





A separate department for 
Gentiemen for every class 
of Corset 


cairn HOTEL 
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Wii's, 
COLD COLD ce ~* ane il iN) 
PASS PASS Worth of Paris. METROP 
ces cm | en. SAMUEL BROTHERS, OLE, 














- ban, Le me by otemn. ” is beautified by 
GOLD KEY LOCKETS. GOLD KEY CHARMS 
ELETS PHOTOGRAPHS ano 
PHOTOCRAVURES 


“ The finest and most luxurious Seavide 
Hotel in the World.” 


Charges moderate. 
Proprietors: THE CORDON HOTELS, LTD. 


COMBINED WITH SIGNET RING, 65 & 67, LUDCATE HILL, LONDON, "EG. 
unos wk worm ut, | EV ERY HOME o> BRIGHTON. 


GOLD KEY BRAC 
Are made in various designe to ord-r. Prices upon 
application 














CHUBB & SONS | it ane | 
LOCK AND SAFE CO., Ltd., —— HOWARD'S | 
§8, ST. JAMES’S STREET, PALL MALL, 8.W. wwe | 
128, Queen Victoria St., E.C. aE 





BERLIN 
PHOTOCO., 


“PUNGH™ a 


PARQUET — 
FLOORS 


“ Brow.” Price lists free. 
Conser\ a‘ories, Summer Jacket and Vest for Boy 4 ft. Sin , 20+. $d. 
‘Trousers @ ” 9s. 3d 


\- dd Poul Hou Cu- | > 
ft) = Framen, Hes ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUE and 26, 26, & 217, Berners Street, ¥. 
f if j ‘ is Ns Wh > , in! PATTERNS free on application. 
. | {fbn  & f applican —t, 
. ee 


— : ~ | Finest quality produced. Solid Oak Panel- 
SWEETENED TOBACCO, 


ling from 2s. 2d. per foot; Parquet Flooring 
KNOWN ALL OVER THE WORLD. 


roozanmn 


is being set up every week by Bond Street, 


LINOTYPE COMPOSING MACHINES, | |__| inne 
SMOKE THE CELEBRATED be voy ‘SEEN_OUR GAT: | 


























from 3d. per! foot. 
Exzuisite Models. ‘Perfect 
Fit. Guarasteed Wear 


ae 


\ 
| Patent Diagonal 
SEAM CORSETS | 


Will not split in the 
Seems nor tear in the 
Fabric. Made in White, 
Black, and al! fashion 
ableColoursand Shadrs 
or Italian Cloth, >etir 

~ and Coutil, ai, $1, 
6/11, 7/11 per and 
— upwards. Sold by wy all the 
| Principal Drapers and 
ladies Outfitters 
Tuner Goro Meoats 


ROWLAN DS’ 
MACASSAR OIL 


Preserves, Beautifies, Strengthens the Hair. 
is the only reliable Preventive of Baldness. 
also in Golden Colour, 3s. 64., Ts., 10s. 64 












SUCHARD’S COCOA. 


Nature’s Choicest. 


MANUFACTURED BY THE 


RICHMOND CAVENDISH 
Co., Lro., 


AT THEIR BONDED WORKS, LIVERPOOL 


Highest Honours 
Brussels International Exhibition, 
1897. 








COLDEN BRONZE | HAIR. 


ne lovely nuance “ Chitain Fonete can be 
voldeniy ane, ~% any colour by using ARINE. 
donly by W INT , 472, Oxford St., London 

rice 6s. 6d., 0s oa. tls. Por tinting grey or faded 
Mair AMINE is invaluable 








And retailed by all first-class 
tobacconists at home and abroad. 


DINNEFORD'S MAGNESIA. 


For ACIDITY oF ene STOMACH, HEARTRURN, 
MEADACH BR, GOUT, and INDIGESTION 
Sold throughout the World 


Javorys Moores 
USED IN THE ROYAL NURSERIES. | 


lf-Digestin 
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First in Improvements. 
Che Best Value Writing Machine. 
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Simplicity a 
Cardinal Potn?. 


Mechanically Correct. 
New Catalogue Operation Easy. 
ese « < Work Elegant. 


Che Smith Premier... 
.» » Copewriter Co. 


14, Gracechurch Street, London, E.C. 


ROWLANDS’ 


oF Everywhere 
In Tins. 1/-, 2/-, 5/-, 10/-. 


FRA FAA FABRA PZAAARAALA 























| Novewper 6, 1897.) PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARL 











t like « 
n Yachts 
the tip 





ERSON | 
nchurch | 





, 


He 7 
COMFORTING. 


Sportsman (to Friend who has just ridden into a Bog, and looks like staying there). ‘‘ By Jove, orp Onar, I BELIEVE WE'RE IN FOR 
A REAL Goop THING!” 








RS 


r — . Highlands, can face any weather on a 
MR. PUNCH’S “ TATCHO ” MODEL ANENT A W EE DRAI PIT. Scotch moor.” This is quite true ; but is 
ADVERTISER My pear M-s-riy B-11,—I read the| it wise to let every one into the secret ? 
ae mr other day in the Times that a “ fairly Yours ever, 
t W. a healthy man clad in homespun, and judi- Tam Toren, LL.D. 
oes, | HE MARIE CORELLI Uirculation Creator, | ciously fortified by another product of the| Squareborough, Yoicks. 
acing | “ PUFFO.” 
looring | 
PUFFO for Prose Writers. ou 
Perfect PUFFO for Paragraphists. Burk kay, A. a 4 ) Some Advantages of a London Fog. 
Wear PUFFO for Pifflers. . F / / You can meet your dearest enemy with- 
PUFFO for Philosophers. A PREY f* ‘ out looking at him, and cut the atmo- 
Stok Sbmth hf 








PUFFO for Princes. sphere with the end of your umbrella. You 
PUFFO for Personages. can also cut your tailor, if he be foolish 
This mixture is invaluable for ungram- enough to -—_ 5 my = & hg ong 
pees ——e ———. Taben cdintesing coun Costaneher Parthermess 
internally in large doses of three to a : told . ’ 
bottle it prevents the patient from being ath = Took wanes me = —— 
shocked at anything, and makes him or without any opposition from the ing 
: g, im ickpocket, and in a great many theatres 
ber another man ep women. 20 is lurid, angen have a t choice of seats 
aveneeee,  Siaeieh, -<eaeve. Saas / Last! but not Inst ou can attire 
bastic, and untrammelled. None genuine Sl | Crs eke pe Ph which it pi 
without the trade-mark. a picture of a Z FA yo y jonses 
ate : : / ZA , J you to assume, and bet ten to one with 
patent -leather- booted Devil swallowing = a / the Anti-Gambling League that you return 
“Cy Rp n: f cheinthe, with A — legend, <= aE 24 home after a three-miles stroll closely re- 
riticism, thet ts the enemy |! sembling one of the minstrels of Messrs. 
Moors anv Bureerss, or the humbler, but 
not less talented “ busker” of the sands of 
Margate or Ramsgate. In a London fog, 
PUFFO makes you sit up! moreover, you are absolutely unknown to 
PUFFO has the scent of Poppies ! ; the police. 
ee ers : ; ; Pa [It is needless to state that the above is from our | 
Bad men hate PUFFO. - / Irrepressible One, now in his element.—Ep. | 


Good men love PUFFO. ‘ ‘hy 
PUFFO is POPULAR ae / So there is going to be a new “ Ash- 
. : . d ley’s "—a Af =) Bad Circus, which 
I certify that PUFFO is made from my 2 d is now being built in a most central posi- 
— dear little teeny-weeny receipt, and = we & tion. “Serious report this,” observes our 
aL = t care a bit what naughty critics say ' Medical Practitioner. “ It seems to nt 
out it. (Signed) Marre Corgi.” to the ossification of the heart of I n! 


\Y 


PUFFO has vellumed its way into Windsor 
Castile ! 
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DUE NORTH. 


Lord Rosebery (Wandering Musician from Manchester to Edinburgh). ‘‘1’ve NOTHING 
O.p Tune wits VaRIATIoNns!” 
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NEW. CAN ONLY GIVE "EM THE SAME 
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ODE TO A SLOT-MACHINE. 
Written by way of Protest at a wayside Station 
on the Line from Tonbridge to Eastbowrne.) 
Ox! patent marvel of our time, 
Your vagaries I'll celebrate 
In more or less prosaic rhyme, 
For lack of penny ch te. 


I’ve forty minutes now to kill 
Upon this fatuous single line, 
That climbs each eastern Sussex hill 
In corkscrew curves of mad design. 


To cool my heels is scarcely fun 

In this most uninviting hole, 
Refreshed by no seductive bun, 

No “four of Scotch,” nor sausage-roll. 


Your coy, retiring slot I greet, 
That shall my appetite beguile 

With blameless automatic sweet— 
I’ve longed for food a goodish while! 


Come, here’s the necessary coin 
I tender your secretive maw ; 
“Grace before meat,” I nearly join, 
In eager haste my prize to draw. 
I push it in—it disappears, 
The solitary bronze I own; 
I wait with mingled hopes and fears— 
Shall I succeed or starve alone? 
A porter loiters idly by, 
And marks my half-concealed attem,t ; 
He mocks, with much too knowing eye, 
My hungry look, my hair unkempt. 


Why, what’s the matter? Something 


sticks, 
I’ve been befooled and drawn a blank ; 
Confound, I say, such knavish tricks, 
The man who made the thing ’s a crank! 
And so my praise is turned to blame ; 
“ Ode to””—I started, but I mean 
(As I my penn’orth vainly claim) 
That I’m “ Owed by a slot-machine!” 








PROVERBS RE-SET. 
(By our Vague Impressionist.) 

Ir’s no use crying wolf when the fire is 
out 

Take a pitcher to a well too often and it 
will look over a garden wall. 

What is one man’s meat is another king’s 
ransom. 

— who live in glass houses should 
close the stable-door before they are stolen. 

A fox who likes sour grapes knows its 
own father. 

Take care of the pence and you will 
have enough for lunch in the bush. 

A cat may look at a sow’s ear and yet 
be sold for a sheep and a lamb. 

Convince a man against his will and 
hang him. 

Give a dog an inch and he will soon 
come home to roost. 

A penny in time costs nothing. 

When poverty is gold what is the use of 
silver ? 

A nod is as good as a mile to the king of 
the blind men. 








TRUE BLUES AT STAMMERSHAM. 


Tae first stone of the New Bluecoat 
Boys School, i.., Christ’s Hospital, was 
laid at Stammersham, near Horsham, ten 
days ago, by H.R.A., in his capacity as 
Grand Master of Freemasons, with full 
masonic ritual. “Stammersham” has a 
queer sound as the locality for a great 
school, whose youthful scholars are to be 
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4) 
Dealer. ‘Yes, Sin, THAT GUN WAS PICKED UP ON THE FieLp oF WaTeRLOO.” 
Brown. *“‘How MUCH DO YOU WANT FoR IT?” 
Dealer. “ Wet, I soLp one TO A GENT THE OTHER DAY For Turek PouNnDs.” 


Brown. ‘‘Look ene, I say, NONE OF YOUR BALAKLAVA CHARGES FoR mE, You know!” 











about them. By the way, one of the best | is something new in this steamship, if the 
























brought up as enuine English- 
men, without any comaner” or “sham” 


and gentlest of all Bluecoat Boys was a 
stammerer, namely, Cuartes Lamp. May 
there be many such a sweet and playful | 
lamb among the future Blues without the 
stammer and with no sort of sham about 
them, and so, to all masters oad poe 
alike in their new abode, Mr. Punch 
endorsing all His Royal Highness said 
on the occasion, wishes Happiness and 
Prosperity. 











New Ro.tzr Sreamenrr.— Surely 
there ’s nothing very new in this. Very 
few steamers in which I have ever voyaged | 


that have not been “rollers.” Yet if there’ 














rollers are to be used with the same effect 
as garden rollers, then there is every rea- 
son for welcoming them most heartily. But 
in this case ought not the roller-steamer 
to go first, so that the passenger steamers, 
fellewion in its wake, can just go over the 
track which the roller-steamer has levelled 
out flat and smooth as the cloth of a 
billiard table? That would indeed be 
luxurious. Success to the roller-steamer ! 













THE MOST BEAUTIFUL AND BEAUTIFYING 
Tres 1x Lonpon.—The plane. 









A capital error is to start a business 
without a capital. 
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She (afler a proposal). 
He (bashfully ; yet eagerly). 


ai C. . 4 
1! —% ¢ n ol tus 
2) read 0, malt ae. » > x AS 
Oe 4 Yr : r 


‘*Wuy, vou sitty Boy, ir I MARRIED You, You cCouLD NoT EVEN Dress ME!” 


‘* PERHAPS, WITH A FEW Lessons, I COULD LEARN.’ 


me i 


4 Ny 
. ae ‘nL 
{tao “ae 
5a G 








ABROAD IN THE AUTUMN, 


Down the Danube.—Early start from Linz. 
breakfast. Order a sandwich on the steamer. 
mans and Austrians already drinking beer. 
supposes that I also require beer. 
him that I am only hungry. This is almost too much for his 
civility. However, he refrains from any comment, but I see him, 
in distant corners, furtively watching the mad Englishman who 
is not thirsty at 9.30 a.m. First view of Vienna in the Autumn 
evening is a smoky fog. Rising high in the mist a gigantic wheel, 
lighted up. Iam back at Earl's Court. On to Budapest. Hun- 
garian gentleman on board anxious to know the correct pronun- 
ciation of some English names. He tells me how to say some 
Hungarian words. Then he remarks pleasantly, “ Aingleesh- 
shpattnenhaley” Do not understand. df course not, it is Hun- 

arian. Is it a phrase of politeness? Perhaps it might be use- 
ul. Try to say it after him. Manage it ly. He repeats it. 
Try again. Then he translates it into German, and I find it is 
only “English spoken here.” Help him to a more correct pro- 
nunciation of some English names and words which he mentions, 
and at intervals, till we arrive at Pest, he murmurs to himself, 
making a determined effort to master them, “ Bimming-gum, 
bree—akfast, gudnight, So_spry.” 

Budapest.—Arrive after dark. Out in the morning and find 
the whole city with flags. Can it be that the capital of free 
and colightensl Wonemry thus welcomes the humble and un- 
worthy representative of Mr. Pwnch, always the friend of free- 
dom and enlightenment ? Remember that in Hungary the Press is 
as free as in England. Remember that some English newspapers 
have corre nts who are the friends of emperors and the com- 
panions of kings. Can it be that all this preparation was made, 
the Burgomaster, the Town Council and the journalists perhaps 
waiting at the station, while I meekly slipped in by the steamer, 
unperceived in the darkness? Do not desire any fuss, but if as 
| the representative, always unworthy, of Mr. Punch, it was my 
| duty to be publicly received, I ou to have been publicly re- 


Very scanty 
Excellent Ger- 
Civil Viennese waiter 
If not, then wine. Assure 














ceived. Go back to the hotel and think this out. Could per- 
haps even now take a return ticket to the first station, and 
arrive properly. Must at least learn a suitable sentence in Hun- 
arian in the manner of the Champion Speech-maker of Berlin. 
Where is that phrase-book? Here we are; the very thing! 
Visszontldtdsra! Au revoir! That will do for the end of a 
speech. Should doubtless put on my evening clothes. Before 
doing so, had better make quite sure those preparations are not | 
for a correspondent of the 7’ s, or the D——-y N——-s, or the | 
D—-y T. h. Ring the bell. Enter Hungarian chambermaid. | 
Speaks less German than Ido. Not much good to say Visszon- | 
tlétdsra to her. Besides, I do not want to see her again. Say | 
merely “ Kellner.” Enter waiter. The preparations are for the 











King of Roumania. A mere King! But at least I escape any 
fuss. Am again a comfortable ee, 
BINSON THE RovER. 








Quotations for the Lord Mayor Elect, Colonel 
Horatio Davies, M.P. 

Suakspeare suggests—“ What ho, Horatio! My sweet 
Lord”—Mayor. Then if his Right Honourable Lordship-that- | 
is-to-be, is asked what will be the chief events of his Mayoralty, 
the retired Colonel may aptly reply with Terence (the early | 
Irish dramatist), “ Davies sum, non (idipus!” 





From the Military ‘‘ Mikado.” 


Ox! this new bullet beats the ‘‘dum-dum,” ‘‘dum-dum,” 
The betting (if any) ’s a pound to a penny 

If hit you are sure to succumb, cumb, cumb, 
So join our expressions of glee! 


“Aun!” exclaimed, enthusiastically, a hair-dresser’s assistant, 
who had been out for a holiday, “’Ind ’Ead, in Surrey! That’s 
the place for Hair!” 





— 











at 








NovemBer 6, 1897.] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARL. 209 








HLH. Mary Arelaide of Cech. 


Roya by right of birth, 
And royal by the sway that rules the heart 
Princess! the Hand that lays you low in earth 
Leaves you in all our loves a place apart. 


Bound not by blood alone, 
Our Queen has held you hers by dearer ties ; 


And from your life has sprung for England’s throne 
The mother of our kings that yet shall rise. 


So must your memory stand: 
But still of hie praise the best shall be : — 
“She had the gentle smile, the open hand, 
The unforgetting heart of Charity!” 








OUR BOOKING-OFPFICE. 

“Gop forbid that I should at any time, or under any provoca- 
tions, have been guilty of so unchristian a thought as to doubt 
that a bookseller might be a truly good and honourable man.” 
Thus S. T. Cotgrmer, nearly ninety years ago, wrote to 
Witt1aM Biackwoop. CoLerper’s capabilities were wide and 
profound. None would claim for him the gift of joking. He 
was gravely in earnest when he penned this sentence, which 
throws a flood of light upon the relations of literary men and 
publishers at the epoch when Byron wrote his famous gibe, “ Now 
BaRABBAS was a publisher.” A study of the character of 
Witt1aM BLackwoop, presented in Mrs. O.ipHant’s Annals of a 
Publishing House (BLackwoop), convicts the literary magnates 
of the day of sheer impudence. In his correspondence, and in 
every action of his life, “the man clothed in plain apparel” of 
the Chaldee Manuscript, stands forth as an amalgam of most 
that is good in nahin. Shrewd of head, kindly of heart, warm in 
friendship, magnanimous to an adversary, of sound judgment, 
quick insight, liberal in mind and in purse, “ the bookseller,” loftily 
contemned by the University men of genius in whose favour he 
drew cheques, shines among them all with purest, serenest ray. 
The two volumes are full of interest, throwing a flood of light 
on the history of literature at the beginning of the century. 
From that misty land there emerge life-like figures of tumultu- 
ous “Christopher North”; of versatile Lockuart, “the scor- 
pion which delighteth to sting the faces of men”; of the poor, 
vain “ Ettrick Shepherd,” ever in lack of £50; of De Quincey in 
almost equal need; of “bright, broken Macinn”; of others of 
that period, and later, whose names are familiar in English litera- 
ture. Of these we may read in other books. To my Baronite, 
Mrs. OLiPHANT’s last work is most precious as making possible 
close and intimate acquaintance of the sturdy founder of the 
House of Biackwoop, whose personal qualities have happily 
proved hereditary. 

The Lady's Walk (Meruugn & Co.), by the late Mrs. Oui- 
PHANT, is a sweetly pathetic, mystical story. The second tale 
in this volume is The Ship’s Doctor. Both deeply interesting, 
and told with such fascinating simplicity as is the very perfection 
of the novelist’s art. 

St. Ives, by Rosert Louis Stevenson (Heinemann), does not 
give us the author at anything like his best. Commence- 
ment, excellent; afterwards, the interest flags, and only here 
and there is attention arrested by a flash of dramatic inci- 
dent. Its style suggests that the author had set himself the 
task of competing with Taackgray in Esmond and Barry ion 
don. We know, from the prefatorial note, that Stevenson left 
the story three-parts finished, and betook himself to other work. 
This seems to imply his own dissatisfaction, or, it may have been, 
he was overcome by a feeling of weariness, a consequence of his 
weak state of health. Here and there he has introduced, in so 
careless a manner as to be almost ostentatious, modern slang 
phrases, which were, I venture to say, not in vogue during the 
first twenty years of the present century. And surely it must have 
been only due to carelessness that he should have described two 
youths in the house of an elderly matron as “two good-| 
young fellows of the other sex.” If they were young “ fellows, 
how on earth could they have been “of the other sex?” Where 
the late Mr. Stevenson left off Mr. A. T. Quititer Crovon has 
taken it up and continued it. He finishes it in six chapters, and 
so closely he contrived to imitate his model that, but for the 
information conveyed in a note, it would have been uncommonly 
dificult to discover where Stevenson ended and Crovcn began. 
Mr. Quirizr Crovon is possibly unaware tl.at the escape of a 
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= - & EXPERIMENTALISM.1-*. | ~ 
eee eee P ‘ 
” Herbert, “But, MULLY DEAR, IF YOU DON'T WANT THE THINGS, 


WHY ON EARTH DID YOU BUY THEM?” 
Milly. “‘ How stuvip you axe, Henpert ! How covuLp | ros 
SIBLY KNOW I DIDN’T WANT THEM TILL I #AD BOUGHT THEM! 





balloon, just as it is on the point of starting from some public 
dens, was originally used by Atseat Satu in his J’ottleton 
, about forty years ago. j a 
istmas Books! “Here we are again!” Though it is so 
often alleged that children of nowadays are not as those of 
former days in regard to juvenile literature, yet, in spite of this 
n-de-sidcle accusation, the Lamp of Nursery Light Literature 
urns as brightly as ever. The royal convivialities of “Ole Ki 
Cole” hy - dire tragedy of “Goosey, Goosey, Wander” st 
appeal with repeated charms to the prodigious mind of Baby. 
In new and dainty attire, these, and many other antique favour- 
ites are drawn by Francis D. Bepronp (Meruven & Co.), and on 
the same classical standard ranks the ever verdant, or more 
correctly, the ever red Rosebud Annual (James CLARKE ny Co.), 
Both orthodox editions for the nursery collection. — 

Mrs. Mo.eswortn’s delightfully-told story of Miss Mouse and 
her Boys will be greatly appreciated by those of small ee 
ears. The proverbial “ quiet asa mouse” is strongly suggeste 
in this little character, whose influential quietness is distinctly 
heard and felt by her noisier companions. The illustrations are 

by Lesuiz Brooxe. _ . i 

For those children gifted with a Silas Wegg proclivity for drop- 
ping into verse, Red Apples and Silver Bells, y Hamisn Henpey, 
ye to touch their poetic fancy by the essentially inappropriate 
title ; but that is a mere detail in the stretch of imagination. The 

uaint pictures are by Atice B. Woopwarp. It is published b 
fescue anv Son, from whose firm comes also a 7 boy’s 
book, With Frederick the Great, by the redoubtable G. A. ss 
whose great idea is to mix an historical powder in the jam o 





man trom arrest by climbing into a proivssional aéronaut’s 





sensation. Tue Baron ve B..W. 
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A LIKELY CUSTOMER. 


‘*Any oLp BoTrL_es To-pay?” 








THE TRAVELLERS TRICKED. 
(An & propos Duologue.) 


She (with resolution). Caarnum, I want 
oo ame your pardon. I have made a mis- 
take. 

He. Yes, dear; which of them ? 

She. You shall not put me out by sneer- 
ing. Yes, I have made a mistake; and 
when I make a mistake, I do not fail to 
ac knowledge it. 

He. Quite right, dear. Nothing like 
having a congenial occupation. 

She. CHarire, we came back to town 
prematurely. 


He. Yes, dear; we certainly curtailed 


our stay in Paris a little to allow of your f 


purchasing that pretty bonnet. 
She. It cost a fot of money, Cuaruiz. 
He. It did, dear; but I did not grudge 


it, as you and the shop girl said it was of 
the first mode and the greatest novelty in 
Paris. 
She. Yes, Cuan; and I believed her. 
He. Well, I am sure that the three or 
four days we cut off were well worth it, to 
buy the bonnet. 
She. How good, how noble of you to say 
80! 
He. Not at all; I was really to get 
back to the club. And you have your 
= a eee rench 1 
nd the most Parisian shape imaginable. 
She (with an effort). The shape is not 
Parisian. 
He. Not Parisian! Where does it come 
rom ? 
She. I see from a ticket in the lining it 
was made in the Edgware Road. 
[Tears and curtain. 





WONDERS AT A WEDDING. 
(An Introspective Record, ) 

Wonper if it is going to be a fine day. | 
Wonder if I can manage to put in one 
more quiet smoke after breakfast. 
Wonder if the Best Man will miss his 
train, get married to the Bride, or mixed | 
up with the Bridesmaids, offer me a 
cigarette instead of the Ring at the 
critical moment, put my hat in the pulpit 
or some other inappropriate place, or what 

he will be up to. 


Wonder why I’ve got such a tremen- | 


dous appetite at lunch. I’ve been eating 
for three-quarters of an hour, and am still 
hungry. 

Wonder how much longer it will be 
before her father turns up with her. I’ve 
been acting as general pew-opener to the 
congregation for the last half-hour. 

Wonder if the Bride will shake the rice 
out of her hair after we have faced the 
battle of confetti, harvest decorations, 
and other missiles outside the church. 

Wonder if she has sufficiently smudged 
the newly-painted name on her travelling- 
trunks. These little points, if unattended 
to, do give the show away so on your 
honeymoon-trip. 

Wonder if my old serge suit is really too 
shabby to go away in. 

Wonder how many wrong people I’ve 
thanked for their presents. 

Wonder if we, and the blood-relations, 
and the company generally, will part 
friends after being dragged into the wed- 
ding-group to be photographed. 

Wonder if I’ve forgotten to invite any 
of my third-cousins-twice-removed, and 
how many people will scratch at the last 
moment. 

Wonder if I have got everything packed. 

Wonder if all the luggage has gone on 
first. 

Wonder if we shall catch the train. 

[Left wondering. 





White Mokes (in One Verse). 


With Apologies to Mr. Kipling’s “* White Horses.” 
See the new weekly “ Literature.”’ 


Enoveu of your curdled hollows— 
Enough of the Kiptine wind— 
Enough of the moaning groundswell— 
I wish it were left behind! 
If “ braying” is done by horses, 
What wonder the word “ abroad ” 
Should be used by our wild white Ruprarp 
As a Cockney rhyme to “ Lord.” 





WHAT’S IN NAMES? 


In Spite of Fate is the title of Mr. S1ias 
Hooxk1ne’s successful new novel. It cannot 


help being a S-Hocking story! And that 

it should illustra’ by Mr. Reason is 

certainly most su ive. Next, please! 
illustrated by 2 


en there is another by Mrs. Hopeson 
Burnett, The One I knew the Best of All, 
a memory of the mind of a child, illus- 
trated by Mr. Reainatp Biron. Poor 
dear child! Illustrated with cuts of Birch! 
Brrcn ought to associate his work with 
Haut Carvz. Biron, Caring & Co. for a 
Christmas book! Ugh! 
Equally appropriate to the title, The 
Haughtyshire Hunt, to be published by 
Brapsury, Acnew & Co., in November, 





is the name of its author, Fox Russet. 
The story ought to be good from cover to 
cover, and that Fox ought to show us some | 
good sport; of gorse he ought. 
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| A GLOOMY PROSPECT. 


| Finst Lasourn Leapger. “‘I SAY~—THINGS ARE LOOKING PRECIOUS BAD!” 
SzconD Lasour Laapger. “‘BAD!! WHY, WE SHA’N’T GET OUR PAY NEXT!!!” 
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English Towrist. ‘‘How EVBR DO YOU KEEP WARM WADING LIKE THAT THIS WEATHER!’ 
Old Scot. ‘* WHUSKEY, NAETHING BUT WuusKEY! I JusT TAK’ A BoTTLE A Day. MAN, 
IT's GRAND FOR THE CIRCULATION. My WIFE saYs WHEN I Pit mM¥ HEAD IN THE WATER 


IN THE MORNING, SHE CAN HEAR IT FIZZLE!” 








THE PLUMBER. 
(4A New Chapter of an Old Book.) 


holding a jam tart in his paw, but he sud- 
denly stopped eating. 
“What’s the matter?” cried ALICE, as | 
he clutched his paw convulsively over the | 
lower part of his waistcoat. “Have you | 
got a pain anywhere ?” 
“Pain!” ejaculated the Rabbit. “ Pain | 
isn’t the word forit. Did you ever live on | 
jam tarts for a fortnight ?’ 
I can’t say I did,” replied Auice. | 
But if they make you feel so ill, why do 
you go on eating them? ” 
.., Why?” groaned the White Rabbit. 
Because I can’t help it. If I don’t eat 
jam tarts I must starve. There’s nothin 
else to be had. The cook’s turned out o! 
| the kitechen—can’t so much as toast an oat, | 
89 we have to send round to the baker, and 


the only thing he can give us is jam tarts.” | tion 


“But why? Has anything happened?” | 
. lhe White Rabbit’s ieee, Sonne pale. | 
Sh! The frost,” he said. “The boiler 
pipe has burst, and,” he added, his voice 
sinking to a nervous whisper, “the Plumber 
in possession r 


Auicze looked bewildered. “You don’t 
understand?” he said. “Very well, then; 


| come and see,” 


** © © © Tas White Rabbit was | 


The White Rabbit led the way to the 
kitchen, and opened the door. The 
Plumber was leaning against the mantel- 
piece, smoking black shag. His arms were 
crossed on his bosom, and his gaze was 
fixed abstractedly on the ey whilst 
an empty pewter that stood at his elbow 


| seemed to account for the seraphic smile 


that played on his countenance. He had 
taken up half the flooring, he had taken 
down the wall, he had pulled the grate 
to pieces, and the fragments lay scattered 
about the room. 

“There he is!” whispered the White 
Rabbit. “He’s stwod there for a fort- 
night, and heaver knows when we shall 
get rid of him.” 

The r Rabbit looked so unutterably 
ateadin, and the Plumber so abominably 
self-satisfied, that Axice felt her indigna- 


roused. 
“Well!” she cried. “ You’re a pretty 
workman! How much longer are you go- 
ing to stand there doing nothing ?’ 

The Plumber's eyes travelled slowly 
along the ceiling and down the wall until 


they rested on Atice. “Doing nothing!” 





he said. “That’s all you amateurs know. 
Can’t you see I’m busy?” 
r. = ha cried Atice. “What are you 


The Plumber blew a cloud of smoke from 
his mouth, “Attending to the pipe, of 
course,” 

_ The White Rabbit groaned. Whether 
it was the jam tarts or the pun, Aicer did 
not know. 

“TI don’t see how you can be doing 
that,” she said. “I know when the pipe 
2. 

“You can’t see anything,” retorted the 
Plumber, very rudely, as A.icz thought. 
“You're only an ignorant amateur.” 

“T’m not.” 

“You are. If you weren’t ignorant, you 
would know that it is not the pipes that 
freeze, but the water in them.” 

“Of course, I knew that,” Axion began. 
But the Rabbit inte “ Don’t argue 
with him, please,” begged, “or he'll 
pull all the rest of the house to pieces. 
And when do you think you will fin- 
ished?” he asked, turning to the Plumber 
as de anny hy | 4 

“That de when I get done,” replie 
the Plumber. ‘ sting 

“Of course,” said the Rabbit. “And 
when will that be?” 

The Plumber made a mental calculation 
of the amount of beer left in the cellar. 
“It might be three weeks, or it might be 
a month,” he said. 

_“ What! to stop a little hole the size of a 
sixpence!” cried Aicsg. 

“ Ah! you don’t know what plumbing is. 
You’ve got to find the hole first, don’t 
you see? I may have to pull down the 
rest of the wail———” 

“What! Haven’t you found it yt?” 
asked Auice. But the White Rabbit 
clapped his paw over her mouth. “ Don't 
argue with him, for heaven's sake!” he 
exclaimed, “He’ll have the house down 
about our ears.” 

“Lucky if it don’t come of its own ac- 
cord,” remarked the Piumber. “The 
foundations are rotten, the drains are rot- 
ten, the walls arg rotten, the bricks are 
rotten, and as for that boiler # 

“What? What?” d the White 
Rabbit. ode 

“It burst at any minute.” 

The White Rabbit gave a little shriek, 
and almost fainted with terror. 

“It’s fizzing now,” said the Plumber. 

“Oh, Lord! oh, Lord!” cried the Rab- 
bit, and seizing Aice by the hand, he ran 
off with her as fast as his little legs could 
carry him. When he had got to what he 
considered a safe distance, he stopped and 
listened. “Oh, dear!” he groaned, “It 
is just going off. I can hear it hubble- 
bubbling.” 

But Atice thought the sound he heard 
was the chuckling of the Plumber. 

“Do you know?” he whispered; “if I 
could only be sure the Plumber would be 
blown up, too, I should be almost glad to 
see my house disappear. I believe it would 
be the cheapest in the long run.” 

“Tam sure it would,” said Auicg. 

7 . ” * 








Ovr ’Arry is charmed to hear, on the 
authority of the Atheneum, that “the 
poems of the Bacchylides” will be 
published shortly. “ course,” says 
Arny. “It'll be pictures of the Lidies as 
likes their "baccy; takin’ it in cig’rets, 
doncherno. Good old ’Baccy Lidies!” 
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First Urchin. *‘ Firru 
Second Urchin. ** Let 


"IM ALONE. 





o’ Novemper, Sin! Onty A Copper, Sir! 


Jist A Penny, Str!” 


CAWNT YER SEE 'E'S ONE OF THE Famity!” 








TOBY M.P.’S PARLIAMENTARY CUIDE. 
I, 


Tue world is not 
lacking in Parlia- 
mentary Guides. 
There is the time- 
honoured Dod, the 
veracious Vacher, 
and others. None, 
however valuable 
or ey at- 
tempt to a ga 
long aot 4 
The newspaper 
reader constantly 
comes across 
phrases in Parlia- 

nentary Reports glibly uttered in the 
House, with the assumption that every 
me knows exactly what they mean. If 
they don’t, they should ; and so no matter. 
The simple design of this work, primarily 
con eived in the interests of new Mem- 
ers of the House of Commons, will, it is 
humbly trusted, be not without interest 
ind advantage to the public at large. 

: lhe New Member took the Oath and 
\'s Seat.”—In pursuance of a resolution 
lated February 23, 1688, new Members 
returned after a General Election are “ in- 
troduced to the Table between two Mem- 
ers, making their obeisances as they go 
up, that they may be the better known to 
he House.” So the ancient order runs, 
ind new Members will do well to observe 
's spirit as well as its letter. On being 
ntroduced to the Table, they should bear 


themselves with frank cordiality, shaking 


it warmly by the leg, and inquiring after 
the health of the family. Much depends 
upon first impressions. The new Member 
should make the most of this opportunity. 





‘* Executes a dance on approaching the table.” 


If, walking up the floor escorted by the 
two Members, he were to halt midway and 
execute a few steps of a dance, it would 
be peoene as testifying to a light heart, 
ind a disposition to entertain. 

The Clerk at the Table.—Having com- 
leted the ceremony of introduction to the 
Table, the new Member will find awaiting 
him a gentleman in wig and gown. This 
is the Clerk. Ordinarily, new Members, 
observing his hand outstretched, in 
it the certificate of the Clerk of the Crown 
that the return to the writ is duly made. 
That is a mistake, and though the Clerk 
says nothing, being of retiring disposi- 
tion, long-suffering under this 





error, he feels it none the less. The new 


Member should seize the extended hand, 
heartily shake it, and in tones indicative 
of keen interest, ask, “How is Mrs. 
Kruger?” or whatever the name of the 
Clerk may be. This he will be careful to 


Shaking hands with the Clerk ! 


ascertain beforehand. No man likes to be 
asked after some other man’s wife under 
the impression that she is his own. 








Time’s Protest. 


“Tr Time permit.” Egregious man, 

To put the blame on Edaz Rerum! 
One section of you a plan, 

The other does his best to queer ’em. 
eer web is still ped: model, 

e party-spinner just begins it ; 

Another tries, by ous twaddle, 

To unravel fast as t/other spins it. 
If thus you waste your work and wit, 

In your mad spirit of modernity, 
To finish t Time won’t permit 





Nor, for that matter, would Eternity! 
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PROFESSIONAL COURTESY. 


Obliging Cornet. ‘‘Wants A Bos EASY, DON’T YER? WELL, NEXT 
Roap put onE—Nvumeer THREE—OLD GENT ILL—BUY YOU OFF IN 
rwO MINUTES IF YOU GIVES IT 'EM sTRONG!” 








THE HEATHEN. 
(Perverted from the Manz.) 
BLIZZARDO !!! 
It was on all the Hilarity sandwiches. Enigmatic as it might 


Buizzarpo! Biizzarpo!! 


| appear to the common crowd, for one this simple iteration was 


pregnant with meaning. That one was ALI eLU1A Grovusg, seated 
at the time in an automatotor, going neither she nor the driver 
knew exactly whither. At first she had failed to take it all in. 
You know how trying it always is when you come straight out of 


| the comparative retirement of a nunnery into the whirl and glare 


| of the Metropolis, with its omnibuses and heady gas-lights. 


It 


| was only during one of the vehicle’s involuntary pauses that she 


began to grasp the purport of the posters. It was her love, her 
Luke Buizzarp, the chaste dream of her childhood, who, under 
the thin veil of an Italian pseudonym, was to make sport for the 
sensual multitude in a music-hall. How changed from the Luxe 


| of those dear, dead days of innocence, when they climbed the 
| tree of knowledge together, he in flannels, she in a lily jersey 


and her own ruby curls! 

Suddenly from without, through the Great Horseless Carriage- 
window sprang the nunnery bull-pup, Sandowski. The faithful 
creature had been following her into the wide, wide world on 
the petroleum-cistern, from which he had displaced three extra 
passengers, eating a small piece of each. Ah! he at least had 
not changed ; life, then, was not all illusion! 

These meditations were rudely interrupted by a diversion on 
the part of the automatotor. The machine had been super- 
naturally arrested at the very door of the Hilarity. Gorgeous 
equipages were depositing fair women in music-hall cloaks and 
satin shoes; also brave men in patent leather and shirt-fronts : 
some with three studs, some with two, some with one. A 
momentary doubt assailed her. The pit! Its very name was 
associated in her guileless mind with the eventual end of the 
ungodly! But curosity, the fatal passion to know the worst, 
overcame her scruples. She eutesel ta vestibule, closely pur- 
sued by Sandowski. The portal guardian attempted to oppose 
the entrance of the bull-pup. “Mark him, Sandowski!” she 





said; and the man retired abashed. The same unstudied tact 
carried her past a row of brilliant flunkeys, and easily secured 
her a seat in the front row of the pit. The dog, not easily 
astonished, curled his lithe form under her feet. j 

For a time she forgot her object in the novelty of the scene, 
about which the reader, if he has not had the author’s advantages, 
ought to be told something. An interval was on. Clouds of 
rank tobacco-smoke, very distressing to many ladies of the aris- 
tocracy, obscured the proscenium; while champagne for the 
front seats, and beer for the back, flowed in open conduits down 
the radii and diazomata of the auditorium. Sandowski noticed 
this, and helped himself. At length the band began to play. 
The music had reference to the new performer, not to the one 
who had gone off ten minutes before. A lady came on and sang 


something about another lady’s back-hair, and the place where 
it hung. ALLEeLvra was inexpressibly shocked. She looked 
round at the shameless faces behind her grinning saucily above 
their light frock-coats (a pit) 


pular form of apparel in t 
“Such,” she said to herself, “are the nightly pleasures of our 
people. O my country, my country!” Involuntarily she had 
lapsed into quotation from a Mr. Carne, gifted Manx expert, and 
widely recommended to the rising generation of Man. 

Presently, a new number was put up. In case it is not gene. 
rally known that these numbers correspond to those in the pro- 
grammes, and are slid into picture-frames on the stage by liveried 
minions, let this fact be no longer concealed. Through the roar 
of anticipation which shook the Oriental building, ALLELUIA could 
detect the offensively vulgar phrase, “Good old Buizzarpo!” 
She strongly resented this tone of universal proprietorship. Her 
feet swam under her as she saw a figure, only too familiar, ad- 
vance jauntily to the foothghts, which, it should be said, 
are placed in the forepart of the stage. Though sadly 
marred by a false nose and a “bald comic” she readily recog- 
nised the speaking features of her love of the old Manx days. 
Nodding to the audience, he began to sing. Ah! the sweet old 
song! How often had she heard him give it in her native isle at 
the Sodor-and Man diocesan treats! The same massive bari- 
tone, the same persuasive delivery, the same irresistible contor- 
tions of the face, allowing, of course, for the change of nose ; 
but, then, how significant that change! how subtly fraught 
with sinister import ! 

song was a little thing in the original Gaelic, which went 
straight to the heart of every Anglo-Saxon in the house. Inno- 
cent as were the words (in the original), they suffered severely 
from the audience in the process of ignorant translation. The 
ungovernable licence of the pit lent to them just any meaning 
that appealed to its low, its deplorably low, taste. The air was 
thick with innuendos; the floor paved with double intentions. 
On one of the stoutest slabs stood a philanthropist in a dark 
cloak, leering suggestively from under his Babylonish sombrero. 

But the saddest thing of all was that the singer seemed to 
approve the improper interpretations of the crowd. Twice he 
openly winked; once at the trombone, once at the triangle (a 
three-cornered tinkling instrument) ; and as he took leave of the 
audience he had the effrontery to hitch up his trousers at the 
knee, only slightly, it is true, but enough to discover a portion 
of pea-green sock in a way that was far from delicate. The 
effect was instantaneous: it brought down great fragments of | 
the house. With that brute instinct which is often superior | 
to the moral intelligence of fallen man, the dog Sandowsk 
emitted a howl; thus drawing upon himself the attention of | 
a Member of the Force (in plain clothes), who proceeded to | 
arrest him for being without a muzzle. In vain a very gallant | 
neighbour declared that he was its guilty owner; for Sandowsk 
at once took him in the jaw before being felled to the ground 
by a blow from the constable’s whistle. And even as LvKE 
Buizzarp was coming on for his encore, wearing a wreath of 
damask-roses, the gift of an admirer in the stage-box, ALLELUIA 
Grouse was being ignominiously d on from chuckerout to 
chuckerout in the wake of her inanimate hound. Her heart 
was too full to pay much attention to the philanthropist in the 
Babylonish sombrero, who was just then hovering round the 
pit-door, taking notes for his new work, If Mr. Stead went 
on the Stage. 

Author's Note to the Editor (not necessarily for lication).—Will you 
earn my profound gratitude by giving publicity to the fact tnat the above 
work has been soundly advertised in the City and Suburban pulpit? [Cer- 
tainly not.—Eo.] 











Wuewn on the first day of Term time most of the Legal Lumi- 
naries lightened up the venerable Abbey of Westminster, what 
an opportunity of ba roving the occasion was missed by not 
reading to them something from one of the books of Judges just 
by way of a “ Lesson ”! 





—— 
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ONE PIECE’ STUDS | «. rome & CO., Suffolk Works, SHEFFIELD, 
PATENTED Unbreakable. ae ie m9 Pocket and Table Cutlery. 
Beautifully ” AVOID 


Formed. IMITATIONS. COLD N HAIR 
No one who appt iidtes a nice Stud BAR E'S ENOL INE. 
wears an other. vsti RO 








None Genuine Unless Stamped Patent. PERFECTLY HARMLESS 
Hande ti Halr Produced by Sold by all Leading Jewellers. Kold by Perfumers and Chemists 
WHOLESALE ONLY, SAUNDERS & SHEPHERD, Whe = at HOY ow he BONS ok all 


utiCUra RiGHMOND GEM (=szt=: 
Osan 

















Sold by Chemists, Hairdressers, 
and Perfumers, or mailed to any 
address on receipt of price in stamps, 
by The J. B. WILLIAMS Co., 

most effective skin purifying and beau- G4, Gt. Russell St., London, 
tifying soap in the world for the complexion, W.C., or 161, Clarence Street, 
is, and hair, as well as purest and sweetest Sydney. 

r wilet, bath, and nursery. ‘ FACTORIES— 

throughout the world. RBritich depot: F CLASTONBURY, CONNK., U.S.A. 


ween: & dows, |, hing Edward Street, Lond n 
tree Davo axp Cars. Cone., Sole | rops., Boston. 


THE MOST NUTRITIOUS. BA | . ‘ heed “FoR THE BLOOD 1S THE LIFE.” 


EPPS'§| \ i 2s Ee 7 | GLARKE’S 
CRATEFUL—COMFORTING < ' oP BLOOD MIXTURE 


‘ Ix warranted to cleanse the Didod from all 

. Pei; = impurities, from whatever cause uriming 
. For Serofula, Seurvy, Kezema, Bad Lega. 

Skin and Blood Diseases, Piroples and 


BREAKFAST— SUPPER. ’ ; Sores of all kinds, its effecta are mar- 


$$ —$____+ — vellous. It is the only real specitic for 
* Much Ado,” Act L, Se. 1 Gout and Rheumatic Pains, forit removes 


x |i the cause from the blood and bones 

UNE LLED fo ‘ . 
ADAMS’ ai mi tt - NCH J | Thousands of wonderful cures have been 
ons GEanEse ? "hs effected by it. In bottles, 2. 04. and 11s 


each, of Chemists everywhere 


_ FURNITURE , ? [pee > Fa 


TUR OLDEST AND BEST. 














~~ a 


e Hic ST GRADE 


Se ics N SHOES CICA RET TE §. 


_ 


AMERICAN Stivi C° UNEQUALLED 
Tie! FOR DELICACY AND FLAVOR. 






































Burrow’s 
“Soda.” 


If you want REAL SODA 
r your Whiskey, ask for it 
by its PLAIN NAME, and 
get BURROW’S if you can 


It is by far the best. 
Bottled at THE SPRINGS, MALVERN. 


TYPHOID FEVER. 


OFFICIAL GOVERNMENT 
STATEMENT— 


‘* Wherever the 


_~ 











PASTEUR (Chamberland) FILTER | 


has been introduced 





| 


TYPHOID FEVER HAS DISAPPEARED.” | 


Sold Everywhere. Sole Makers : 
J. Defries & } aoe, Limited, 
147, Houndsditch, E.C. 








FOR PLEASURE AND PROPF'T. 












Nothin: so profitable and 
easy to grow. 
Bo Acres of & 


EDS 


THE BEST tye 


Lists Free. 


Trees. 


MUNDREDS of THOUSANDS 
Bushes in variety. Packin =o 
Carriage free for Cash with ord 
/+ per doz., GO/- per 100. 
Ali other Nursery Stack 
carriage forward. 


mPOTS From 15/- a doz, 
Ornamenta! Trees, 91 Acres, 
A Superb Collection of 
Herbaceous Plants, 
Four Acres of Glass, 
Gepetc 60,000 a 15 15 ‘don. 
. Single Plants ave sold at 
ightly wm veneed Oot ces 


er NERAL CATALOCUE | 


ed, contait ~ 

- strations. 
if f valuable information, 

eo on receipt of 3d fe f postage. 
Please mention this Paper. 


RICH? SMITH & Co., 


a 


Worcester. 











PUNCH, OR THE LONDON 








CHARIVARI. —November 6, (1897. 





A Household Ornament. 

















Won't Wash Clothes. 





BROOKE’S SOAP 


Won't Wash Clothes. 





MONKEY BRAND 


FOR MAKING BICYCLES LOOK LIKE NEW. 


FOR POLISHING METALS, MARBLE, PAINT, CUTLERY, CROCKERY, MACHINERY, BATHS, STAIR-RODS. 
FOR STEEL, IRON, BRASS AND COPPER VESSELS, FIRE-IRONS, MANTELS, &c. 
REMOVES RUST, DIRT, STAINS, TARNISH, _ &e. 





TAMA 


London: 
BOLD BY ALL 


INDIEN 
GRILLON. 


47, Southwark Street, S.E. 


CHEMISTS AND DRUGGISTS, 2a. 6a. A BOX. 


A LAXATIVE, REFRESHING FRUIT LOZENCE, VERY ACREEABLE TO TAKE. 


FOR 


CONSTIPATION, 


Hemorrhoids, Bile, Loss 

of Appetite, Gastric and 

Intestinal Troubles, 
Headache. 








JOSEPH GILLOTT'S 


rik, Sreateet Durability, are therefore 


Of Bighest Quality; aad on 


Nos. for BANKERS— CHEAP 
909. 287, 166, 404. 601, 7000. + 


2 426, 262 soll t | fe 


Gold Medals, 
a Ley 


PENS 











v 





CHOCOLAT 
MENIER. 


FOR BREAKFAST. 





AWARDED PRIZE MEDALS 
AT ALL EXHIBITIONS. 


Dairy Consumption, 50 Tons 


SOLD RETAIL EVERYWHERE 











Son'"* Labard brest, in the Precinsh of Waitetriare, im tae Gay of London. ana publishes Gy him'cb Me. th Pest 8 


of Middlesex, at the Printing Offices of Messrs. Brad & Co,, Limited, 
Derek bs tes Favich of Oh, Bolas, City of London -aarunact, Movember 6,10. 














